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Tribes! -⁄424tarte of the wasteland 


Preface 


This is an add-on for the Fallout®: Pen and Paper 
Roleplaying Game developed by Jason Mical. The 
time line in use is set roughly after Fallout2®, but the 
material can be modified to any time period of the - 
Fallout? series. Note that Fallout? and all references See 

to any existing parts of that product line is registered 

by Interplay. | do not try in any way to violate copyrights of Interplay and point out that 
this is just an expansion of existing roleplaying material on the Fallout® Universe. 


This add-on deals with the tribal inhabitants of the wasteland. Their culture, as well 
as technology, will be described in terms of an interview between a post-apocalyptic 
radio host and a self-made antropolog called Tahoun. Although it is not crucial to 
read this document in a linear fashion, | highly recommend it since the structure is 
dialogue-oriented rather than being categorical. There is, however, an overview in the 
beginning and a good index at the end of the document. Information which is related 
to the technical side of roleplaying will be included in the shaded boxes throughout 
the document. There is also a list of all tables in the appendix. 


Meet the Guide 


,,;Gooo0000000d Morning, N-C-RRRRR!!! “Whaddaya say, folks? Here’s a guy got 
Folks, we got a great show tonight, bored in the big R. So, what’d you do?” 
featuring Elvis the Pelvis and Jimmy 

Resko, alllll sponsored by Gamma Gulp “Well, like many young people, I thought 
Beer- gotta love that Glow! But first, P d that the easiest way outta town was to join 
like to introduce Mr. Tahoun, the “man of a caravan. [hired out for a guy called 
many tribes” who is here to tell us about Raven and we headed out to the hub.” 


the inhabitants of the wasteland. Glad to 


have you here, sir.” 
Caravans are always looking for help. The 


“Thanks for having me.” pay is based on the duration of the voyage 
and on the risk involved. A caravan using 
“Folks, as I said last time, Mr. Tahoun is established trade routes will not pay much. 


an antropolog researching on the various 
tribes out there in the wasteland. Tonight, 


200 coins x week x risk rate 


we will listen to the first series of Mr. Risk rate 

Tahouns encounters of the tribal kind... low: established routes, few raids x 0.5 

Maybe you could start out by telling a bit middle: unsafe routes, many raids x1.0 

about yourself?” high: unexplored route, unknown x 1.5 

A caravan leader may also be willing to 

Sure, Jay. Some two decades ago, I got supply equipment instead of a payment. 

fed up with life here in New Reno and got 

myself outta town to experience the “Whew. That’s a long way out.” 


world.” 


“Sure is. Dangerous one, too. The first 
month was ok- the usual stuff, but still 
exciting enough for the greenhorn I was 
back then. On the second month though, 
we came across a Strange thing...” 


“Which was?” 


“Well, we stumbled across a place with 
small heaps of stones and ritual drawings 
on the ground. Looked like a graveyard.” 


“A graveyard on a trade route? Seems a bit 
unlikely to me.” 


Trade routes have been established, linking 
many towns. While these roads aren’t safe, 
they are better than the rest of the wastes. 


Possibility of (hostile?) Encounter 


trade routes, towns: 15 % 
trade routes, villages : 25 % 
infrequent routes : 35 % 
unexplored routes : 20 - 40 % (up2GM) 
the great waste : 0 - 40 % (up2GM) 


“Yeah, but you see, Raven had taken “one 
of ‘em shortcuts” as he called it.” 


“Ouch, bad idea.” 


“Right, though we didn’t know it at that 
point of time. Anyway, after a while we 
found ourselves surrounded by a bunch of 
tribals. They were, of course, pretty p.o.d 
because we had crossed their sacred burial 
grounds.” 


“And then? You attacked each other?” 


(silent) “Yeah... we did. It was quick- they 
didn’t stand much of a chance. After that 
slaughter we went through the rows of 
corpses to check for some valuables, as we 
were told. I saw young men with bloody, 
broken bodies- some still clutching their 
spears. It was... a highly disturbing sight 
to see the people you killed up close.” 


“Well... What happened next?” 


“We were about to leave when I spotted a 
movement between the rocks. I 
approached, just to find a tribesman 
leaning against a boulder. As he saw me 
closing in, he picked up a stone off the 
ground and held it up high. All the while, 
he was using his other hand to hold his 
intestines from bulging out- a hit from a 
shotgun had gotten him pretty bad. Man, 
he was looking at me with big terrified 
eyes, still clutching that small stone- he 
must’ ve been only 14 or 15 years old.” 


“What did you do?” 


“I didn’t know what to do. We had just 
killed half that boy’s tribe and here I was, 
standing there, trying to figure out what to 
do with him. I decided to help him at last 
and laid down my rifle, at which point he 
threw that stone at me. That’s where I got 
that scar above my brow, by the way. 
When he saw that I still kept coming, he 
panicked and stood up. That’s when it 
happened.” 


“Go on.” 


“I was maybe a foot or two away from 
him, when his head exploded in a red gush. 
I'll never forget this terrible moment.” 


“One of the guards got him?” 


“Tt was Raven, actually. I was still standing 
there, shocked, with the hot blood of that 
young man spluttered all over my face, 
when he came over and said: “Gotta watch 
em dirty tribals, son. Ain’t nuthin in the 
world ‘s good as a dead tribal.” Those were 
his words.” 


“Wow, sounds like a harsh man.” 

“He was, and like most of these tough 
guys, he ended up as dust in the wasteland. 
I only heard about it though, for that was 


the last time I ever saw him.” 


“How come?” 


“Well, he told me to “buckle up, lad, cos 
we ain’t waitin” and true enough- they 
didn’t. Maybe they thought that Pd already 
joined, I don’t know. I just realized that 
they were gone after it got dark. I had 
nowhere to go and was still confused, so I 
made my camp and rested till the morning. 
I awoke all tied up and beaten up pretty 
good.” 


“Tt wasn’t just a wild wet dream of yours?” 


(laughs) “No, it wasn’t. The tribals had 
found me sleeping close to their dead kin 
and had brought me into their village to 
finish me up. I was ready to kiss my ass 
goodbye when I realized what had 
happened and where I was.” 


“But you survived.” 


“Not my deed. They had tortured me over 
a fire and then one of them took me out 
into the desert and left me there to die. The 
old shaman, however, carried me into his 
tent to restore my health. It took about two 
months to heal and I still got those scars all 
across my body, but I survived.” 


“Why did he help you?” 


“He wanted to understand what had 
happened, and he wanted me to understand 
why they had acted like this. He tought me 
their language, their culture and their 
traditions. He saved my life and gave me 
an identity: Tahoun, which means “reborn” 
in their language.” 


“Kindda like the phoenix, huh?” 
(laughs) “Yeah, I guess.” 
“So what happened after that?” 


“Well it turns out that all the while he had 
to protect me from the others of his tribe. 
They were still very mad at me. You see, 
we had disturbed the sleep of their 
ancestors. The group we had encountered 
had just wanted us to go back to the burrial 


grounds and apologize to their ancestors 
for disturbing them. Yet, we hadn’t 
understood a single word, and we hadn’t 
even bothered to listen. Thus, when they 
found me with that wound on my head, 
they had realized that they had found an 
unconscious attacker. So, naturally, they 
left all their anger and frustration out on 
me. I couldn’t dislike them for what they 
had done to me. That’s what the shaman 
wanted me to understand.” 


Each tribe speaks a unique tongue, though 
neighbors may have a common language. 
Depending on the language, wanderers 
will have difficulties talking to them. Some 
tribes speak a variation of english, which is 
influenced by their culture. Others speak a 
mixture of English and other languages. 
Only a few developed a new language. 


Language — time to learn (in weeks) 


variation of English 
mixture 
new language 


11 — Intelligence 
16 — Intelligence 
22 — Intelligence 


Communication is also possible if two 
parties don’t speak the same language. An 
intelligence roll is needed 4 each message. 


“How long did you stay with them?” 


“For about a year or so. During the first 
few months after I was patched up, they 
still regarded me with great distrust and 
even loathing. But I learned their way of 
life and also told them about guns, about 
life in the cities and the caravans. So, little 
by little, I gained their trust, their 
friendship and even their respect.” 


“So, you became a member of their tribe, 
then?” 


“No, I could have, but I haven’t. You see, 
they would have accepted me, but I 
couldn’t stand the thought of living among 
these people, knowing that I had killed 
their kith and kin. So, I left.” 


“Where’d you go?” 


“I had no plan of where to go, actually. I 
knew that I wasn’t willed to live among the 
so called civilized people although I was 
aware that it was too dangerous to travel 
through the wasteland all on my own.” 


“You do nowadays though.” 


“Yes, but back then, I wasn’t nearly skilled 
enough to survive all by myself. I guess 
that they knew this, because only two days 
after I left, one of the tribe approached my 
camp and joined me in my travels. It was 
Doya, the one who -only a year ago- had 
left me out in the desert to die.” 


“He helped you? Seems unbelievable.” 


“It’s true though. Without him, I wouldn’t 
have lived to tell the tale. You see, we 
think that going out into the wastes is 
perfectly possible, but we don’t LIVE out 
there. We load all our water, our food, our 
technical thingies into our motorized 
vehicles and then drive through this barren 
land, not thinking about what life actually 
is like when you have to live off the land. 
When you are out there, like I was, then 
you have nothing to start with. What little 
water you have is used up in a couple of 
days and food don’t grow on trees either.” 


Without supplies, a survival roll must be 
made every day. Success means that the 
person has found enough water and some 
little food to carry on. Failure means that 
the person loses 2 points of endurance 
(with all effects on skills). When a person 
reaches endurance 0, he dies of thirst. 
Even with enough water, a person can 
starve to death. Starvation usually takes 
longer- after someone has been at 
endurance 0 for three days. 


“Yeah, but you could hunt, right?” 
“What with? Don’t forget that I had used 


up all my ammo. All my belongings were a 
spear and a small water canister, that was 


it. Also, they had shown me HOW to hunt, 
but not WHERE to hunt. You see, it takes 
someone a good ten years to learn the kind 
of survival skills Iam speaking off. I’m not 
talking “find the water cactus” type of 
bullshit here. Finding water? Forget it! 
What you find may be some pools of 
radiance, nothing more. You need to GAIN 
water somehow. Finding food? How to 
determine what plants are edible or which 
ones will actually try eating YOU? How to 
find animals out there, when at some °50 
degrees nothing with a little brain in its 
head will ever leave the refreshing chill of 
the shadows? You see, the wastes P’ m 
speaking of have nothing to do with that 
adventurous place you might cross by foot 
in just a couple of days. It is a barren, 
harsh place with few flora and fauna to 
speak of. It is not a place which should be 
travelled by people with a weak heart, if 
you catch my meaning.” 


“Yeah, I think, I got it now... so, Doya 
taught you how to survive in the 
wasteland, right?” 


“Right, but don’t get it wrong- it wasn’t a 
selfless deed. He didn’t do it just to help 
me. He was one of the best warriors of the 
tribe, and he had to go on a soul quest to 
show his worthiness. You see, he wanted 
to become the chief of the tribe. Since the 
old leader was killed during our attack, a 
new one had to be chosen. He had deciced 
to join me to show his humbleness and 
kindness.” 


“Are those kind of quests common among 
the tribes?” 


“Yes, fairly common. Any time an 
important decision has to be made, 
something similar to this occurs. Usually, 
the passage to maturity is also 
accompanied with tasks like this one. 
However, those are more related to daily 
tasks, such as hunting.” 


“How much time did his quest take?” 


“He couldn’t finish it. He died on our 
journey.” 


“Sorry to hear that. Is that a common 
occurrence in these quests?” 


“No. They are meant to be challanging, not 
suicidal. Most of these quests only take a 
month to a year to accomplish. After all, 
that person is still needed in the tribe. Doya 
could have finished his quest, but he chose 
to save my live instead. A great mole rat 
leapt out of its hiding and Doya pushed me 
out of its way. Otherwise, it would have 
ripped me apart in that first blow. The 
beast whirled around to face him and got 
his leg. We managed to finish it off at last, 
but you see, the dangerous thing about 
these creatures ain’t the attack itself. The 
wounds you get turn out infectious pretty 
fast. It’s the spit of the mole rat that carries 
a whole damn lot of germs- once you get 
gnawed, it’s already over.” 


In each tribe, young warriors are sent out 
into the wastes to make their passage into 
adulthood. Usually this implies tasks such 
as hunting a specific animal, surviving for 


a given number of days, guarding animals, 


stealing something and so on. In some 
cases, the passage is made known by 


tattoos, ritual scars, piercings and the like. 


Quests are only given on special occasions, 
such as a proof of worthiness for a specific 


position (leader, shaman, chosen...) to 
accomplish a certain task (retrival of an 
item, a person, search for a place etc). 


Passages take from a day to a month of 


time, whereas quests may take up to a year. 


“So he got sick and died- is that it?” 


“Well, even though it may disappoint you 
that it wasn’t a glorious end for the would 
be leader of the Lowhar tribe, that’s all 
there was to it. Without medical attention, 
even a SMALL wound is deadly out there. 
We are talking of a full grown mole rat 
here.” 


“But I thought the tribals have knowledge 
of healing such wounds.” 


“Yes, THEY do- but I didn’t at that point 
of time. Oh, I had learned a lot, but not 
everything. There are various roots and 
other things to use in such a situation, but 
Doya had only a small bundle of healing 
herbs which we had used up a long time 
ago. So, all I could do was to try and lower 
his fever but- to no avail. He lived for 
another week, all the while being silent. 
Then, one day, he called after me, looked 
me into my eyes and said: ‘Live to earn my 
sacrifice.’ Then he died and that was it.” 


Wounds will fester within a day if they 
aren’t taken care of. Even then, injuries 
can produce problems, depending on 
the creature which caused them. 


Possibilty of Infection 


Base (20 %) + Animal rate - Endurance 


Pigrat 10 % 
Molerat 20 % 
Cockroach 15 % 
Deathclaw 10 % 
Gecko 12 % 


Dog / Wolf 10 % 
Alien Lifeform 25 % 


Not mentioned means 0%, GM may 
alter that if necessary. A roll is made 
after a fight if first aid is not applied. 


An infection will cause endurance to 
drop by I per day, a person will need 
treatment at 0 or else will die within a 
week. At that point of time, a non- 
modified endurance roll may be made 
every day to see if a person will regain 
his health. If the person gets back to 
original endurance level, he is healed. 


“Where did you go then... or rather, where 
were you two headed, before he died?” 


“Well, I figured that Raven had taken the 
straight route to the Hub instead of going 
over NCR. So I must have been 
somewhere in what was once the San 


Joaquin Valley. I thought that I might go 
west towards the coastline.” 


“And then what?” 


(laughs) “Well, I hadn’t thought of that at 
all... I just knew that there weren’t any 
cities I had heard of, so I might as well go 
and take a look. Besides, I’d never seen the 
sea and that’s what I wanted to do. 

So, we travelled together for about three 
months without ever coming close to the 
coastline. I guess that Doya wanted to 
teach me a bit about the wasteland and 
delayed our trip on purpose. I learned a lot 
from him, for example, how to deal with 
other tribals. Pll never forget how we met 
that tribe called Peyote...” 


“Wait a minute. Ain’t that a drug?” 


“Yeah. That’s how they got their name.” 


Meet the Tribe 


Tahoun ,,of many Tribes“ Fidley 
Human, 46 years old, male 
ST6 PES EN7 CH6 INS AGSLK6 
Finesse, Good Natured 
Level: 15 HP:119 AP:7 
Small Guns 87%, Big Guns 36%, 
Energy Weapons 16%, Unarmed 
Combat 90%, Melee Weapons (tag) 
140%, Throwing 72%, First Aid 66%, 
Doctor 55%, Sneak 59%, Lockpick 
43%, Steal 44%, Traps 53%, Science 
30%, Repair 45%, Pilot 36%, Speech 
(tag) 176%, Barter 76%, Gambling 
54%, Outdoorsman (tag) 150% 


Perks: Tribal (charmic perk), Explorer, 
Awareness, Cautious Nature, Pack Rat, 
Pathfinder 


Armor: Deathclaw Hide Armor 
Weapons: Kukri Knife, Sniper Rifle 


